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MISCELLANIES I 


The Introduction. 


Nder a Lonely Yew as Tbyrſis lay, 0 


His Hook, and Pipe, and Chaplet thrown away, 
His Kids and Lambs to Foxes left a Prey: 
Menalcas boldly up unto him went, 

And him with Thump on Back did complement : 

He ask'd him, why he moan'd, and why he cry'd ? 
Hath Roſalin at laſt thy Suit deny d? 

Alas! ſaid he, tis not blind Capid's Dart, 

But Death's Unerring Stroke that wounds my Heart ; 
Anna is dead; the Noble, Kind, and Good, 

The Love and Praiſe of all the Neighbourhood : 
Anna is dead; that Chaſte, that Lovely She, 

Beauty and Virtue in Epitome. 


The COMPLAINT. 


M. Ah me! She lov'd, and was belov'd by all; 
And Her's ſhould be our Common Funeral : 
Burt could She dye, whoſe Texture was ſo fine ? 
Her Body ſeem'd, as well as Soul, divine. 
Th. Her purer Eſſence needs muſt know Diſeaſe, 
When fed by ſuch groſs Elements as theſe. 
AM. Noughtcould the Doctors do? Th. They kept a pother, 
And as dropt from the Clouds, gaz'd on each other. 
And tho' themſelves they wonderfully pleaſe, 0 


In being Sons of great Hippocrares ; 

Yet what are they themſelves, but a Diſeaſe ? 
They offer Reaſons to prolong Man's Breath; 
Then, to confute them, yield themſelves to Death. 


A 2 M. Yet 
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M. Yet Nought was left undone that could be try'd - 
Could Art have fav'd her Life, She ne're had dy'd. 
Th. Nor would the Sympathizing Univerſe, 
Now pay its Obſequies unto Her Hearſe. 

AJ. Hark, how the Winds do in their hollow Tone 
The Loſs proclaim ; they now not blow, but groan : 
While loud reſounding Ecchoes from their Cell 
Do ore and ore the Mournful Story tell. 

Th. The Idumean Balſom haſtes to flow, 

And chides its lazy Motion, as too flow. 

Each purling Stream ſwoln big with Floods of Tears, 
An overflowing Severn» now appears, 

And like its Hygre, doth invade our ears. 

AM. Now Men like Moving Sepulchres do walk, 
And in the dark like Ghoſts at Midnight ſtalk - 

Grief in each Cheek its Water-works doth make, 
And in indulging Sighs doth pleaſure take. 

Th. Thoſe we ſtile Men, ſtrange fort of Mortals are, 
Thoughtleſs begot, brought up with Thoughtful Care; 
Each Morning's Birth is Midwife to new Troubles, 
Which in a num'rous Throng ſpring up like Bubbles; 
In ſtormy rainy Weather, only the 
Do break and vaniſh, theſe hold fait and ſtay ; 

And ſtill purſue us cloſely from the Womb, 
'Till we Gt Refuge fly to ſome kind Tomb. 

M. We buſy weary'd Mortals no where have 
A Sweet Recumbency, but in the Grave. 

Th. This ſhuts our Cares and Bodies up together: 
No Vapours there are rais d by Change of Weather: 
Whether the Ez#-Wind Blows, or Heaven's Face 
Be Cloudy, or Serene, tis the fume Cale. 

M. Let Trumpets found, and Drums beat at cur Head, 
Yet we itill ſleeping lye on our cold Bed — — 

Th. Bur here our very Noon-Gay 's clouded ore, 

And Storms look black behind us, and before: 
Ill News with ev'ry Poſt doth laſh our Ears, 


And Troubles grow on us, as we in Years. 
And now, alas: ——- 


M. Since Shepherd firſt kept Sheep on graſſy Green, 
Surely there never was ſuch Sorrow — f 


Th. Nor 


. Be 


— 
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Th. Nor e're ſuch Cauſe for Grief ; in Her alone, 


Th' united Virtues of all Ages ſhone : 
No Sibyls Leaf could more Reſpect command, 
Than the minuteſt Daſh of Her fair Hand. 


On the Biſhop of Sarum's Sermon at Her Funeral. 
M. What Things, Great Sarum at Her Obſequies 0 


Did ſpeak? Such Mighty Things as may ſurprize 


Hoſterity, and handſomely chaſtiſe 


The Folly of the preſent Age; wherein 
To be both Great and Good 1s chought a Sin. 
7. None, who were bleſt in hearing him diſpenſe 
lis Manly, Sacred, Golden Eloquence, 
Could e' re forbear to think that Chryſaſtom 
Was once again into the Pulpit come. 
Twould make one ready to conclude there is 
A Pythagorick Metampſj choſis. 


On Her Chufing the Biſhop of Worceſter for Her 
Guide in Spirituals. 


She could not in her Choice be more diſcreet, 


'Who for a Caſuiſt had a Srilli 


7N 
That Great, that Deep, that Fa learned Man, 
Who living, was a walking Vatican; 


hoſe Works the Learned World ſhall {till adore, 
Till Books and Libraries ſhall be no more : 
Ard had they all been loſt, had he but liv'd, 


hy him alone that Loſs had been retriev'd. 


On Her Second Marriage. 


37. She nat at Greatneſs, but Content did aim; 
erits, not Titles, bade the faireſt Claim: 
To Her Affections Ducal Crowns muſt yield, 
io brighter Virtues of th' Eſquire's Shield. 
Witch Scorn She empty Titles « d1d behold, 
dhe Mules 4s Mules eſteem'd, tho Trapp d witn Gold. 


Th. The 


Th. The worthy Thomalin She choſe to wed, 
The faithful Partner of Her Cares and Bed: 
Variety did not his Thoughts perplex, 
In Marrying Her he marry'd the whole Sex ; 
For where in the Fair Work no Error's ſhown, 
Nature All Women hath abridg'd in One. 
AA. His Courtſhip ſure was that of Look and Eye, 
While Sighs and Wiſhes did the reſt ſupply: 
Words, in Her preſence, fell from him a> flow 
As Drops of Water from th' Alimbec flow. 
Th. In Ovid, how to love we need not look, 
For Love will teach us that without a Book. 
M. What taught the Gooſe to ſwim, and billing Dov: 
To chuſe her Mate; that taught Men how to love. 
Th. None better could deſerve Her Love than he, 
Whoſe Match with Her made up Love's Jubilee. 
She marry'd not the Ruins of a Man, 
Whole Breath blaſts Trees, and makes the Leaves look wan 
So that the Birds as wary of them be, dre Boy'e of 
As of Weſt-India * Manchinells-Tree. EF rorums. 
AM. He's one ſays much, tho he but little talks, 
Our-runs the haſty, tho he ſlowly walks: 
One who to be a Jaſtice did not long, 
With the more Right to do the greater Wrong : 
Juſtice, like Death, ſhould no Diſtinction know 
Berween the Rich and Poor, the High and Low. 
Th. Out of the Jakes his Blood he did not rake, 
Then Honour from the Herald's Office take, ; 
For Flatt ring Creſt and Motto, Payment make. 
M. As if twas Money made the Gentleman, 
Tho's Father claim d no Arms but Pot, or Cann. 
Th. He is not what the Deeds of ſome beſpeak em, 
Zealous to make good Laws, and then to break em. 
M. His Conſcience is to him both Judge and Jury; 
He never did in a Religious Fury, 
Swallow down Oaths like Chocolate, and then 
Like Carduus-Pofler ſpew them up agen. 
He thinks Non- Turors better Williamites 
Than ſwearing, doubly-perjur'd Facobires. 


| 
| 
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The State of the Dead. 


Th. wb lay, where Death by Sleep, 
Her Nightly ons doth by Proxy keep , 

No Glimm rings in the Ea#t I could behold, 

No Day-light in my Window did unfold 

Its welcome Dawn ; but 'twas all hideous Night, 
So black, een _ would tremble at the Sight. 
In thoſe confuſed, dark Dominions, none 

Can from a Pedeſtal diſcern a Throne. 

My Heart was cold; Cupid might ſooner make 

A Burning-Glaſs of Ice, than it Fire take. 
Methought the Worms did on my Carkaſs feaſt, 
And in my Cheeks and Eyes did make their Neſt : 
They did my Skull for their Pavilion chuſe, 

And in my Middle Region rendezvouz. 


Her Fair Corps. 


While She did not incur the ſame Diſaſter, 
For they did take Her Corps for Alabaſter: 
Her Corps ſo lovely ſhining, and ſo white, 
Tho laid in Darkneſs, did exclude the Night. 

M. No boafted Spaniſh Wool, tho ſupertine, 
With ſuch a Radiant Gloſs did ever ſhine. 


On Her being never engag d in any Law Suit. 


Th. Tho Fobn-a-Stiles his old Friend Fohn-a-Nokes, 
With Green-Wax and the Term's Returns provokes ; 
Vet She Fair Richard's Spacious Hall nere ſaw, 

( Where the Twelve Coif'd Apofiles of the Law, 
Do fit enthron'd, and duly do diſpence 
To this our World their Light and Influence. ) 

AM. Unleſs it was barely for ſeeing's fake : 
No Work She did for Judge or Jury make: 
None to betray Her Cauſe a Fee did take. 


On 


69 


Os Her Tenants Profenting Aer a Naw-Mear's- Day 


Th. How did cach. diſtant Swain on Neu- Tear «-Day, 
A Voluntary Off * Her pay ? 
Thus unto Neptanes Grand Imperial Court, 
The Rivers do officiquſly reſort ; 
And each his Tribute dutifully brings 
Jo him, as Sovereign Lord of all the Springs. 


On Her Kindneſs to them.; particularly with Relation 
to Heriots. 


41. She oft forgave with Noble Bravery 
Heriots. Th. The Fruits of Norman Slavery. . 
When Farther dy'd our Gilbert She did ſpare, 
Gilbert the Foal of our fam'd Dapple Mare; 
in Harneſs dreſt, he ſteps with ſtately Pride, 
Still leads the Way, and is a Matchleſs Guide; 
With Ribbons, Plume, and Belts along he goes, 
His lofry Neck into the Air he throws, 
And Floods of Fire out of wide Noſtrils blows, 
E're that the well-tun'd Thong can reach his Back, 
He whisks his Tail, and makes the Traces crack. 
And as he's paſſing o re the Cryſtal Brook, 
Narciſſus-like, loves on himſelf to look; 
And ſnorting, paws the Watry Plain, and then 
He looks and paws, and paws and looks again : 
Whilft wond ring Fiſhes in a Scaly Throng 
Are ſcar d, and charm'd to ſee him pals along: 
Yet could I but Fair Annas Life redeem, 
I him would ſacrifice, and the whole Team. 


On Her- Learned Diſcourſe. 


M. When Jolly Shepherds on Pans Holiday, 
With Glove in hand to Feaſt did haſte away, 
With gazing Eye, and with attentive Ear, 
Her Learned Oracles I us'd to hear ; 

Until my Staff (on which I lean d) gave way, 


CANS 


And on the ground in Extaſies I lay. On 


(7) 
On Her being well ſeen-in Phyſiology. 
7h. Why diſtant Iron doth more ſtrongly feel 
The Virtueof a Loadſtone capp'd with Steel, 
Than Iron cloſe apply'd ; and alſo wh 
The trembling Needle doth the one Pole fly, 
But courts the other; tho we can't deviſe, 


Yet unto Her were no ſuch Myſteries. 
Why Water in a Weather-Glaſs by Cold 8 


Is rais d, but upon Heat deſcends, She told 
With as much Eaſe as we can count our Fold. 
M. She doubtleſs too could tell, why Sheep when blind 
Do uſe to run a-tilt againſt the Wind ; 
And what that Skipping Whim-wham is, whoſe Sight 
So oft beguiles poor Trav llers in the Night, 
And which ſo ſcar'd young Cory don, that's Hair 
Like Hedg-hog's Briſtles ever ſince doth ſtare ; 
And which fo frighted too Damætas Daughter, 
That ever ſince She cannot hold her Water. 
Th. Give not the Reins to thy Licentious Wit, 
Grave Speech on this occaſion is more fit. 


Chymiſtry. 
More in th Hermetick Art She had not ſeen, 
Had the Great Hermes Her Præceptor been. 
Rarely by Her Experiment was made, 
But what from Her no ſmall Improvement had. 
She well could ſolve an Acid's double Fate, 
Both to Diſſolve, and to ate. 
None could ſo well explaln the Reaſon, why 
An Acid mixed with an Alkali 
Doth in the Conflict cauſe ſuch Ebullitions, 
As may nen- plus a College of Phyſicians. 
M. Thy Learning's ſo myſterious, ſo profound, 
That Oedipus himſelf thou dſt run a-gr 


ound. 

Th. Prepared Pearl, and ſhining Leaves of Gold, 

Diſtill'd in Balzeo, She would not with-hold E 

Erom.th humbleſt Swain that ever pitch d the Fold. 0 

B Boranicks. 
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Botanictt. 
The Vegetable World She travell'd ore, 
Th' unweary'd Drake ne're in his Hold did more. a 
M. What Learned Ignorants by Book obtain, | 
She wiſely did by ſure Experience pain. 
Th. Yet what the Learned and Compendious Grew, 
And what the Bulky Gerard wrote, She knew. 


Chirurgery. 


M. Damen (who Title of our King did bear, 
For he the firſt Lamb Yeaned ; had that Year ) 
As he was climbing of an aged Tree, 

A Neſt of Culvers (which he found) to ſee ; 

A Bough ſplit off, and down he fell as dead, 

His Arm was broken, wounded was his Head : 
With Careful Hand She weeping dreſs'd the Wound, 
And up with curious Art his Arm She bound, 
Which ever ſince it touch'd by Her hath been, 
Unto the other ſeems to be no Kin ; 

So ſtrangely Soft tis grown, ſo lovely White, 

It well may Galatea's Love invite, 

Or any Scornful Lady's in the Land, 

It is indeed ſo ſoft, fo white an Hand : 

I well know what of it they wond'ring ſpoke, 
When we o're Phyllis Head the Bride-cake broke. 


Medicine. 


7b. To the dejected, poor, and helpleſs Man, 
She was both Phy ſick and Phyſician. 

M. With kind Expreſſions, and with ſmiling Looks, 
She more could do than Recipes of Books. 


Quacks Abandoned. 


7. She Empericks proſcrib d, who when they pleaſe 
Can ſhake an Urinal to a Diſeaſe ; * 
Who 
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Wha clad in Velvet ſwagger on the Stage, 
And are the very Merry Andrews of the Age. 

Th. Upon whoſe Learned Check is ſeen a Dimple, 
As they enlarge upon a Com Simple ; | 
Who oft with Brick-bats pulveriz'd knock down 
The Underſtanding of the ableſt Clown. 
Stentor in all his Heat was never louder 
In recommending this for Gaſcoin's Powder, 

Whilſt th' Heart much labours, till it difembogues 
It's are orick, and Punclymagogues. 

AM. Thy Magick Speech give o're, I dread ſome Evil, 

fear e re long that thou wilt raiſe the Devil. 


Fops and Beaus 


T. She Loathſome Fops and Beaus did nauſeate, 
Who are all Form, Addreſs. Shrugg, Grimace, Prate. 
M. Such Garniſht Tombs She Thought without, within 
All Stench, the piece-meal dying Slaves of Sin ; 
Who like to Machines in your Puppet-ſhews, 
Inſtead of ſpeaking, ſnuffle thro the Noſe. 
Zi. Men of Impertinence and Nonſenſe made, 
Who only Ape the Man in Maſquerade ; 
And ſerve rencreaſe the Number of Mankind, 
As Cyphers, which before the Figures ſtand 
T' Enhance the Sum. M. Who are at greater pains 
Their Perukes in Careening than their Brains : 
And leſt they ſhould diſturb one well-ſer Hair, 
Their Hats (which hardly once in Haif a Lear 
Come on their Heads ) they on their Hanches wear. 
Th. Who think no Sence can in that Head be found, . 


Which is no Block for Wigg of Forty Pound, 

Wherein the Face and Half the Man is drownd. 
M. Did not their Credit bolſter d Stockings ſave, 

They rather Stilts than Legs would ſeem to have: 

Yet as along the Mall they proudly walk, 

They fmile to think the Ladies of them talk : 

Tho all but [gnoranrs loath and deſpiſe 

Nothing ſo much as Aan in meer Diſguiſe. 
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74. Twould make one ſick to hear them vainly boaft 

How 'many Ladies Healchs they daily toaſt ; 

Who at _ Chambers do their Vilits pay, 

And are more humbly theirs by Night than Day 
Whereas th' enfeebled Wretches can no more 

At Twenty Four perform, than atFourſcore. 

M. Dame «gle with Suck- bottle nurs'd a Lamb, | 
Which but at Three Days old had loft his Dam: 
But now the Flock h encreaſeth and adorns, 
And with the heav'nly Ram may vie for Horns. 
When Ewes to bliſſom go, ſhou'd he but meet em, | 
How alamode and he — he'd greet em. 

Should theſe ſtout Hearts once dare to ſtand a Battle, 
How would their Bones within their ſleek d Skins rattle * | 

Th. Of ſuch Great Sou was there an Army rais'd, 
How would their Brave Heroick Acts be prais d? 

They would not value naked Swords à pin, 
Who ev'ry Morn have Razors at their Chin: 
They'd fear no-Cuts, who have had many Scars 
In treach'rous Venass more fatal Wars. 

M. Tranſlated from the Playhouſe to the Camp, 

They'd ſhow themſelves of true Old Roman Stamp: 

Of Clouted Shoes we may deſpiſe the Slanders, 

Who baſely from Plow- tail commence Commanders. 
In Winter, who more fit for a ign, 

Than Men much us'd to Stoves, and Curtains drawn 
Abour their Beds, unto the Fire near plac'd, 

And guarded with a Skreen ; And Windows grac'd 

And fenc'd with home-made Blankets, whilſt each Joint 
Wirth Lard and Mercury they well anoint ? 

M. They d make the Great Mogul of France to know, 
That he's but a meer Braggadeczo. 

His Troops like Flocks I Shoe away would fly, 
When gaping Wolves approaching they eſpy. 

Th. Their very Looks would put an Hei to flight, 
And Conquerors they d prove without a Fight. 

M. Talk thou no more of ſuch ſad uſeleſs Cattle, 
Who are not fit either for Fight or Battle. 


—_—_—— Ent, hh. ns Mt. nd 
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Bullies. 


25. All your Quintillans, and famous Twllies 
She thought Low- ſpirited to theſe your Bullies : 
High-flown Longinus with all his Great Speaking, 
| To one of them is meer Low-Church and Sneaking. 
| Big Looks, Wigg, Sword, and Lac'd Hat lay aſide, 
And nothing of the Man you ve left beſide. 


| Her Charity to Poor Debtors. 


| AM. Who thro? good Nature, or Misfortune, were 
| Brought into Debt, did much Her Pity ſhare. 

Th. Her r She to poor Pris ners ſent, 

Which even did their very Hopes prevent. 

| M. Who is in Debt, and cannot forthwith pay, 
| Muſt Things againſt his very Nature fay : 
| Tho' Money's lure, and Int reſt full he pays, 
Yer if one Month beyond Six Months he ys, 
To them with Cap in Hand he's fain to come 
Who 'd honour'd to ve been his Father's Groom, 
Or been preferr'd in Stable to a Broom. | 


The Poor Reliev'd by Her. 


Th. No Orphan's Portion on Her Back She wore, 
Nor by Her loaded Table ftarv'd the Poor: 
"T was never known that poor diſtreſſed Swain 
Did ever ſtand-before Her Gate in vain. 
To cheer the Drooping, made Her truly glad ; 
They had Her Alms, and She their Prayers had. 


Sp Her Table. 


M. Daws in Her Chimneys did not build their Neſt, 
Which were with Flitches not with Gew-gaws dreſt. 
She for Her Cloſet kept Her Cbina-Ware, 
| And Her beit Furniture eſteem d good Fare. 
| Lucullus ne re had thought himſelf ſo rich in 
Luxuriant Diſhes, had he ſeen Her Kitchin: To 


. 
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To 've ſeen Her Rich Ragous and Chines of Beef, 
He'd hang'd his Cook, and ſtarvd himſelf for Grief. 
So Rich, ſo Sweet, ſo Sav'ry was Her Meat, 
As baſted with an Alexander's Sweat. 
By Frogs, and Muſhrooms, and ſuch like Kick-ſhaws, 
Ne're Shams were put by Her on hungry Maws. 
Oh ! how we d like Drivers of Road-Waggon, 
Or had within our Paunch Bel and the Dragon. 
With good fat Mutton, Veniſon, Veal and Lamb, 
We did our Bellies, and our Snap-jacks cram. 
I for Her {+ke methinks could gladly faſt 
My ſelf to Death, was Sheep-ſhear once but paſt. 


On Fer State in Tra: elling. 


Th. She thought to Quality twas ſome Reproach, 
To climb into a Buckle-window'd Coach; 
There ſleep the Morn out, then at Noon Club down 
For Self, and, Servants Eating, Halt a Crown. 
She of Her Anceſtors kept up the Port, 
Where-e're She went, She had Her Moving Court. 
She by Her Train, and Splendid Equipage, 
Retriev'd the Honour of the former Age. 

M. When Lords from Dancing-Maſters could be known, 
Nor were Ladies and Abigails all one. 
But we into an Iron-age are thruſt, 
Whoſe very Iron too hath gather'd ruſt. 


Her Reſpef for the Clerg y. 


Th. To Pan's Reformed. Votaries She thought 
lt wondrous Shame, and no leſs Scandal brought, 
That they, who at his Altars do attend 
In Rags and Scorn their long Life s Day ſhould end: 
She lov'd to ſee Tranſparent Hearts, not Gowns, 
And Genteel Clarks, not Conſecrated Clowns, 


Her Beneficence to them. 


i. Many a Britiſb Bard with Want oppreſs'd, 
By Ycarly Benefactions She Tefreſh'd. 


— — — oc ——_— 
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Her Benefallions to the Church. 


7h. What to the Church with an Anarbema, 
More Terrifying than all Human Law, 
Our Fathers gave ; now Policy of State 
Hath Meritoriom made to alienate. 

M. What Brave * Sir William did give back again, 
She doubly thought Her Duty to maintain: 
His Precepts by Her Practice She did crown, 
No Sacred Morſel would with Her go down. 


Her Zeal for the Common- Prayer. 
Th. Whene're Pan's Cornet ſounded unto Pray r, 0 


hy 


All in the Common Offices mult ſhare, 
Which were Her Heart's Delight, and conſtant Care. 


On Several being maintained by Fer aff Oxford. 


M. She did young learned Orphans there maintain, 
Where Deathleſs Muſes crown'd with Garlands reign ; 
Where Colleges ſo many are, and tall, 

That one would think each College a W3:tebal. 

Th. The dvr& dea of the Stagirite, 

As filent there is grown as the all Night. 
That Learned World diſdains to be content 
Wich Ipſe dixit for an Argument. 

M. Of what thou talkeſt now, I can't well tell, 
But by Experience this I know full well ; | 
There crowding Scholars on 4ſbwen/day fill 
The Schook, like Sheep the Coops at fam'd Wey-b:l , 
Or Folks the London-Streets, where in a Throng, 
Men do not go, but puſh themſelves along : | 
Where — little Suns by Night make Day, 
And interpoſe in many a Bloody Fray. 


Pe 


Sir William Dodington, Knt. of Haniſbsre, Her Grandfather, reftor'd no 
leſs than Six Impropriations out of bis own Eſtate, to the Value of 600 / 
yearly, and more.” Vid. Borewan of Tythes. 


. What 


Th. What wild and was — doſt thou make ; 
And puzzld Vitar like, thy Text forlake? 


On ſome Tranſaftions in the late P. piſp Reign, and Her 
Averhion to them. 


M. A College * well Endow'd in Days of Yore, 
In danger ſtood of Arbitrary Power; 
And on her Back the Pope would fain have trod, 
And on her Front engravd an Ichabod : 
But her Petræan Boys the Trial ſtood; 
A Judge in Judgment fate, then Juſt and Good, 
Tho's Hands were ſtain d before with Eribes and Blood: 
Tho he Burleſqu'd the Laws in Proſe and Metre, 
And more a Jebu was, than Father Perre : 
She ſ{mil'd, that tho Petreans, yet would they 
No Peter. pence be brought to Rome to pay. 
Th, When Albions ſeduc'd unhappy King —- 
M. How Albion's ? We need own no ſuch thing : 
He is not England's King, in my Opinion, 
Who is not the _— in his Dominion. 
To be Supreme — have a Superior, 
E to be Low yet have an Inferior. 
Who's ſubje& to the Pope, is not Supreme, 
In ſpite of Cheſer or the Lord of Vem. 
But let that paſs. 7h. When He, U King, 0 


(Who on himſelf his Grandfire's Curſe did bring) 
A Peal of Popery would have us ring, | 
By reading of his fpecious Declaration; 
Publiſh'd to free, but 27 t enſlave the Nation, 
And bring us all at length to the French Faſhion. 
She at her Table thoſe Brave Hearts did cheriſh, 
Who than betray their Cauſe, would ſooner periſh. 
M. And when the Mitred Fathers ( whole Brave Cauſe 
Scommers, the Champion of our Lives and Laws, 


| — 


* Exeter College in Oxford, ficſt attack'd in the foreſaid Reign. 


+ King James the Firſt ſolemnly pronounc'd a Curſe on any of his Poſte- 
it / that ſhould turn Pa piſts. 


So 


(15) 
So ſtrenuouſly defended ) were diſcharg'd | 
From their Confinement, which their Fame enlarg'd : 
In midſt of Shouts She did Te Deum (ing, 

And bravely did our Bells the Change: Ting. 

Th. Then when Diſpenſing Pow'r the Laws o're-aw'd, 
And Magna Charta was it ſelf out-law'd : 

AM. When Mother Lowſe was glad with Tooth and Nail, 
T' aſſert Prerogative, or elſe bewail 
The loſs of Royal Licenſe, and no more 
Hang forth her Syren Picture at her Door. 

Th. When Judges for the Law had Rod in Pickle, 
And ſought Religion in a Conventicle : 
Who like the Slaviſh Judges of Cambyſes, 
As Statute-Law pronounc d the King : Devices : 
Who Braden, Fleta, Spelman, gave the Lyc, 
By ſtraining the Prerogative too hitzh. 

M. Prerogative ſtretch d to Infinity, 
Is no good Law, nor yet Divinity. 

Tb. When Men in Chair Epiſcopal did fir, 
Unworthy of their Clergy's Benefit: 
When Cartwright huff d, and W— on the Stage, 


The Har/nets and the Sibthorps of the Age, 


Who were in Principles as Vile and Lewd as 
Ever among the Twelve of Old was Judas 
Baſe Sycophants ! and as egregious Liars, 
As are 1n Walfingham the Begging Friars. 
Ambitious Slaves ! who thought 1t was no Sin 
To change Grave Cats into Harlequin ; 
Euclid into Scarron ; Lucretia 
Into a Meſſalina ; while they ſaw 
RED CAP in view, and hop'd one day to have 
The Honour of increaſing the Conclave. 

M. Our Honeit Ger, Hall, and Cumberland, 
Such Practices do little underſtand : 
Of Peter's Keys was there made an Oblation 
Jo one of them, they would with Indignation 
Be vio 7ybur flung ; They d laugh to ſee 
Their Scarlet Eminences All ale 
Jo bounce in aiter them : Who firſt ſhould feel, 
And bear away, ſhould have the Huy Steel. 


— | That 


1 
That Rich, Omnipotent, Well- ſeaſon d Treaſure, 
To ſhut, and open Heaven Gate at Pleaſure. 
Th. When Grievances were all to be redreſt, 
By taking off the Penal Laws and Teſt : 
A. When Arguments by Jack-boots were confuted, 
And Men by Cloſerting were perſccuted. | 
Th. When Means t enſlave the Nation out were ſought, 
And Quo Warranto's againſt Charters brought, | 
And Men to be return'd in Parliament, 
More fit ta be in Chains to Newgare ſent, 8 
Or ſentenc d to perpetual Baniſhment. ) 
M. When Barbers Poles, and Sign-Poſts did increaſe 
The Number of our Juſtices of Peace, 
Whole bloated Names did the Commiſſion ſwell, 
Which without School-Dames Help they could not ſpell. 
Th. When thro' talſe Opticks ev ry thing was view'd, 
And the Old B:w4d her Wanton Pranks renew d; 
And ſome to Rome did go to ſolve their Doubts, 
And worſhipp'd Stocks, and Stones, and painted Clouts. 
And daily Maſles for a Prince were ſaid, 
And that 'twould be ſo, Ten to One was laid. 
Thoſe at that Juncture ſureſt were to pleaſe Her, 
Who fear'd Her God, as well as honour'd Cæſur. 
Tho Idols lamede were at Hhite-Hall, 
Yet She would net bow down the Knee to Baz. 
Nor by Her Beads would She Her Prayers tell. 
Who fear'd no Flames of Smirhbficld, but of Hell. 
* She that Religion thought exceeding odd, 
Which makes 2 Creature to command 1ts God. 
AM. When Romiſh Wolves were got into the Fold. 
And at Noonday did there their Councils hold ; 
Th' Ejedted Shepherds Fate She did bemoan, 
She ſigh'd, She wept, and made their Caſe Her own. 
Her Tent their Refuge was, until aroſe 
The Belgick Lien, to confound their Foes. 


—_— 


* NE. 4 18. 34. Hic kabetur Ilaſpben um hec im. Poſcamus matrem. 
D.: ron 1a nm * £77 obi orel, Jed u! prarmpat, &c, Rod. Library. 


When 


5 (17) 
When he appear'd, they durſt no longer ſtay, 
But howling” hung the Tail, and ſnegk'd away. 
Whilſt Shav'ling Prieſts in th Houſe of Lady Cary, 
For French Fleet Dutchify d, lang Are- Mary. 


M. Finding himſelf of no Ability 

Among the Peerage and Gentility, 

One of them crept into a poor Swain's Cell, 

Who did at Wood-Green famous City dwell : 

Did boldly undertake from Sacred Story, . 

To prove there 's ſuch a Place as Purgatory. 

To multiply your Proofs you may torbear, 

Said Ruſſert Honeſty, for we read there 

Of One, who breath'd, ſpoke, dy'd, yet did not go 
To Heav'n above, nor yet to Hell below : 

Ergo, to ſome Third Place. That's argued well, 
Quoth he; but who was that ? I pray thee tell. 

As ſure as ere your Reverence read Mals, 

One not unlike your Worſhip, Baalam's Als, 

The Country Heart reply'd 

Th. Sherlock and Fane, with all their Learned Arr, 
Could not, She ſaid, have play'd a better Part. 

M. When a fat * Eccleſiaſtick was diſſected * 38. 
She in one Ventricle of 's Heart detected Oxon. 
A Coach and Six, and ſhortly thereupon, 

In th' other ken'd, the Whore of Babylon. 
But lo while we do thus talk out the Morn, 
Our Flocks do treſpaſs ; Hey Cæp, Sheep in Corn! 
So now they are reduc'd, we will go on, 
And Nought but Anna we will think upon. 
7h. On the Amazing, Pleaſant The dwell, 
Let none but that our ſlender Oat-Pipe ſwell, 
No One on Her his wand! ing Eyes ere fix d, 
But ſweet Contentment found, with Wonder mix d. 


Her ability. 


1. She frankly ſpoke to all She knew, or ſaw, 
And luckd not up Fler Words with bam and bar. 
Were his Dowrinda half fo good and kind, 

What Happineſs in Her would Daphnis find? 


C23 Alas, 


ane) 
Alas, poor Man! A Tongue-quotidian Fever, 
As long as She hath Breath, wall never leave her : 
She is all Tongue, all Gall, no Honey, 
A very Antidote to — 2 
Her Back is up on ev ry caſion, 
Then, come to Collar, Boy; there s no Evaſion 
Tho' Cenſor Skimmington oft ſweeps her Door, 
Yet ſtill ſhe is the ſame ſhe was before. 
We'll her preferr'd to a Cucking-ſtool preſume, 
And our Fair Lovely Subject well reſume. 


The Paragon of Her Sex. 


Th. Of the Fair Sex She was the Top and Pride. 

M. If we Her Royal Name-ſake ſet aſide; 
Whoſe Denmark George ſhall George of England be, 
No leſs Renown'd, no lefs Rever d than he : 

Th. He ſhall the Gallick Monſter flay, and ſhare 
The Rubrick of the Britiſh Calendar. 


ame Hare. 


M. As ſturdy Strephon, (who at Cutting Time, 
Of all in our whole Bourn s eſteem d the Prime; 
When he the Sign ſees good, and there's no Spor, 
Forthwith his Knife and Teeth he ſpareth not, 
For then no longer he the Caſe debares, 

But wanton H7!/y he emaſculates. ) 

As bath'd in Sweat he flung his Elbow round, 
Guiding his Stroke betwixt the Graſs and Ground, 
His whiſtling Sythe before he was aware 


? 
Lightly graz d on a skulking little Hare, 4 
It mark'd his Ear, but did his Body ſpare ; \ 


With mighty Diligence She nurs'd him up, 
He'd eat and drink out of Her Hand and Cup : 
He his wild Nature learn'd to lay aſide, 

Yet lov d with none but Ladies to abide ; 

And little Pam, with whom he us'd to play, 
And pa: him on the Ear, and run away; 


He "9 


* n, 


He'd give a Graceful Skip 
And look, and challenge 
At length he ſad, and melancholly grew, 
As if her Death approaching he toreknew : 
He would not eat, nor drink, tho much athirſt; 
Leſt ſhe ſhould die before him, he dy d firſt. 

Th. Thy Story tod, I cannot but tell mine, 
Since tis as ſad, and pretty too, as thine. 

M. But ſtay a little, fince my hand is in, 
III tell another ere thou doſt begin. 


A Tame Pheaſant. 


Ih EnamelVd Pheaſant with his Purple Neck, 
Which from her Hand his Meat was wont to peck, 
And perching on her Arm would proudly crow, 
Thoſe Golden Days doth now no longer know ; 
He doth no more his Sportful Wings diſplay, 

Nor yeEwith Decent Pride himſelf ſurvey; 
Nor cares he now to have the Ladies Praile, 
As he the Ladder of his Tail doth raiſe, 

Bur hides his Drowſy Head beneath his Wing, 
And, Swan-like, his own Elegy does ſing, 

As well as hers, and fain would die, and have 
His Body lain by her's in the ſame Grave. 


Her Grave. 


75. In digging which, the very Sexton wept, 
And in it, dug, would fain himſelf have ſlept : 
Her Grave fo richly ſweet, that we may well 0 


It to a Phænix Coffin parallel, 
If chis, in ſweetneſs, did not that excel. 


A White Bull Finch. 


The Finch which Chloe dip'd unfledg'd in Milk, 
And grew more white than it, more ſoft than Silk, 
Which on her Croſiet us d to fit and ſing, 

And there would comb and trim his Silver Wing, 


(120) 
In Doleful Notes doth the Sad Loſs deplore, 
She who taught him to ſing, can ſing no more. 


A Tame Fawn. 


M. Powder'd with Ermin o're ſhe had a Fawn, 
Hid in a Brake, twas found on yonder Lawn, 
A Lawn ſo rich, ſo large, fo ſweet, 

Was ne're danc'd o're by Midnight Fairies Feet : 
Of Faſca's Pains let Idle Poets tell, 
We here may find the Golden- Fleece as well. 


He inwards with his Toes is wont to go, 
And walking, ſeems his Arms away to throw ; 
Yet is the belt in all the Town by odds, 
In lily telling Tales with Winks and Nods.) 
Th. What then? MA. Here with the Houd he angry was, 
Not that it drown'd the World, but ſpoil'd the Graſs 
Th. Thy Crotchets, good Menalcas, do forbear, 
Thy Wild-Gooſe Chaſe hath made thee loſe thy Deer. 
M. At Nights upon a Velvet Couch he lay, 
And dream'd ore all his Paſtime in the Day, 
And in the Morn he'd to the Garden trip, 
And Nature's Nectar on the Flowers fip ; 
Among the Lil'ies he would Roſes ſeek, 
To plant in Beauty's Paradiſe, her Cheek ; 
Stretch d as he lay upon the Strawb ry Bed, 
Had he not breath d we ſhould have thought lim dead : 
With wonder and delight he d gazing ſtand, 
Contemplating the Features of her Hand ; 
Th. Where the Meandring Rivulets of Veins 
Conſpir'd to increaſe its Beauties by their $:4ins : 
MH. But now he'il no where reſt but on her Tomb, 
Where he'll, ere long, a Niobe become: 
Th. Till Phidias hath done we need not tarry, 
When he's at once both Stone and Lapidary. 


Here Idmon, (Thirfis doſt thou Idmon know ? 


* 


F 
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: 
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An Eagle preſented to ber. 


M. Eucaligon (whom as he went aſtray 
I did ſet aka, as on my Back I lay, 

And with my Foot did point him out the way) 

A ſtately Eagle did unto her bring, 

Which of the Feather'd Nation is the King : 

(I him to Katy ſhew d one Holy-day, 2 7 
Who Lb-Toe ſold, loves not at Town to ſtay, , 
But cracks her Jeſt, and Pot, and ſo away.) , 
An Airy Paliſado'd Palace ſhe 

Soon built for him, with Arched Canopie, 

Where, as he pearching ſate upon his Throne, 

Into the Royal Cage a Cock was thrown ; 

Where the Bold Britain was no ſooner put, 

But proudly he began to crow and ſtrut, 

igthe midſt of all his Crowing Pride, 


; 


HeS - 


— 


nd 
4 * his Body did his Head divide, 


d in his Pounces ſoop d him up as light 
As is a Chicken by ch' invading Kite. 


On her Coach - Horſe killing his Rider. 


7/,, Among thoſe happy Steeds that had the honour 
To draw her Princely Coach, and wait upon her, 
One of them in his Gate and Look expreſt, 
Something of Grandeur more than all the reſt: 

He on the fleeting Winds did ſeem to go; 

Like to a Flame of Fire his Mane did flow ; 

His well-ſet Neck was as a Rain-bow bent, 

Out of his Noſtrils Smoiky Ans went: 
He'd ſtand aloft, as train d up to the Wars, 
Threatning the Downfal of th Aﬀerightn'd Stars; 
He'd make the Water boil, and would ſo drink, 
That he would drain the Avon dry, you'd think; 
By s Hoots of Adamant, andEyes of Fire, 

We him may judge to be of Phebas Sire, 

And that he d got out of the Heav nly Nooſe, 
And from his Haſty Chariot broken looſe; 


% 


(22, ) 

' He'd ſuffer none upon his Back to come 

But his own Tender. A. Honeſt Ned, the Groom: 
Th. Unleſs his Lady happen d toſtand by, 

Before whoſe Feet he proudly down would lie ; 

In whom he ſomething more than Mortal ſaw, 

Her Will his Pleaſure was, her Word his Law : 

Yet did Bold Hobbolin preſume one Day 

To mount his Back: 44. Where long he did not {tay : 
Th. To prance and make a-do he did diſdajn, 

By throwing him he could no Honour gain: 
M. He did not then curvet like one that feels 

A freſh Supp ſtory of Live Eels: 

| Th. His Head he reach'd about with Scornful Look, 

And from his Back the Daring Rider took ; 

He kept him down, and on his Breaſt did kneel, 

And did his Pulſe at firſt but gently feel, 

Until by Blows enrag'd, his Arm he took 

Into his Mouth, his Hold he not forſook; 

Muſcles and Veins he rent, the Bone he cruſi d, ®G 

And Streams of Blood out of wide Sluces guſh'd ; 
M. He groan'd in vain, in vain for help did pray, 

His Blood and Lite together ran away. 

The Cruel Beaſt (fit only now to pleaſe 

The French Mexentius, or th Eumenides) 

To Death is ſentenc'd, and away is hurl 

For P/uto's Coach-horſe in th Infernal Wort. 
M. When thou and Ibe dead, and our Bones rotter.. 

In Ricamore this will hardly be forgotten. 


Breamore deſcrib d. 


Th. Sweet Bre:mare! where the Charming God of Love 
_ Seemd trove tranſplanted the Idalian Grove, 
Is now an Uncouth Wilderneſs become, 
Where Bats, and Owls, and Satyrs only roam. 


To the Right Honourable Fulk Lord Brooke of 
Warwick-Caſltle. 


7. Bat ſhould Great Grevi to come there but deign, 
In Hreamere We might Hen e find #4gan. . i Th. 
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73. He who whilſt Men 


Doth the Immortal P —— 
And Gods and Goddefles 


So beautiful, ſo chaſt, chat 
With Venn and Diana to 
Only they had their Faults, 
M. Should he but thew Gzy's Sword; its very fight 
Goblins and Satyrs all wouldput 
His Sword, which after it a Blade dock crail, 
The Dan moor Cow's more ſhort from Heal co Tail, 
From Horn to Horn leſs broad; you'd take the Hilt 
To be the Gian : Skull, whoſe Brains he ſpilt. 
Th. Thicher ſhould he tranſlate” his Sheep-ſheer Por, 
We'd fell a Sturdy Oak to make it hor; 
A Northern Ox at isi we would buy, 
And ſacrifice him to the Gods and Guy. 
A. As ſoon ase re we home the Beaſt had got, 
We'd ſlay m with's Sword, and boil him in his Pot. 
Tb. Then let's no more complain of Cruel Fate: 
M. Think on our Future, and her Preſent State; 
For long ere this, thrice welcome ſhe is come 
Unto the Manfionsof NH. a 
Bards do tell) 


Th. A Place wherein (as Holy 
Nothing but Peace, and Love, and Plenty dwell. 


M. Then on Death's Wings let's thither fly away, 
None but th Unwiſe and Gwlry court Life's ſtay. 


Elyſium deſerib'd.- . 


| 2 
Th. In ms Denae's Lap, at ev'ry Hour, 
eſcendeth in a Golden Sbow r: 


WY WV. 


Where e're ſhe ſte ( 
Such Undulating Thrills there Fountains make, 
That though the * are awake, 


Vet do they — dhe Senke unbey 

ſeem 4 lull them win — ales 

cre flow'ry Jeſlamins*igh'Odvers bre 

| 2 into fp nee their Rrunches wreathe, 

Whither the Bird of Paradiſe rs, 

And charms the Soul wich his Melodbeus Airs. 

The Fragrant Nectaten and — Pesch 

The Art of Courtſtipene har#lenrn'dto teach ; 

In Bluſhes languiſh as ſhes „ 

And dro — the Dictate of her Eye: 

The Scarlet Strawb ry duoth t tand, 

And ſeems to beg th acceprtatice of her hand. 
. There Tulips ara as ſweet us fait; the Ro 

Ne're fades, without « - Prichles grows 

The Poſie which Heart Finatch'd, 

Js there by ev'ry — Mik maid match d: 
Th. There genie on their Balmy Wing 

Sweet. breath d Arabim to the Noſtrils bring, 

And wandring Perfumes do vhemfelves enſnare 

Within the Golden Tramtmels of her Hair: 

There Silver-fooed Nymptis in VErdant Bowers 

Suck in the Breath of fine freſh Meadow Flowers : 

They whiff the Daincits of the Frugrant Field, 

Riot in all that Heavn it felf can yield 

There Turtles moan not, but in Song excel 

Th' Admird;«and the PBilome/: 

There Halcyons ſport with ſtrange amenity, 

And do proclaim a bleſt fich 

And as they on the Watry Eurface play, 

A Maſs of Ambergreeſe each bearsaway, 

Wich which, all ore ,whether are they 

More beautiful, or ſweet, is hürd to Lay. 

The Sword is there inte the Scabbard c armed, 

And Men go fearleſs, though they go enarm'd : 

There their December doth ſurpaſs our May, 

Their Twilight clearer is than our Neon-day: 

No Thoughts impure,” ner Cankerd Malice there 

Platomick — Bleſt Amours impair, 

In Flames reciprocal alike all are: 

Yea, all are there Pare Efſences of Love, 

And in refin d Addrefles thame the Dove. 


10 


\ 


; 


None 


— 
** 
| 


All to the Common inc 
No Broker of the Law 4 5 5 77 
(Whom in a Co 
With Night-Gown, 
M. No; to be >. 4 
He d ſet the Gods toget 
Each Palc-fac'd Deity abou 
As if he'd ſeen fome 
Therc's no Diſcourſe 9 15185 
Nor of the Pope, the | — 
Who though he much of Pezer's 
Yet to peep in at Key-ho 6 
He's not allow'd; ip vain they th 
Who ve only graſp d the Fleece, not f. 
Th. Twould be a vain and! impious 
For Leo there, or his r Taxa 
That Rare Depoſitum, Which ng lacs can 
Authentick boaſt, but the. Eamd 7 


M. That Doom 's-day Aue t5 large louentory, 
Might well an Index have E e l 9 


For let His Holineſs ſay vv 
What's Evil in it ſelf, is 7 1 55 

7b. Though this was Orthodox ev n long before 
The Eagle on © hat Wings the Goſpel bore ; 
Yet we with greater 11 can't read 
Tb Apoſtles Ads, (which Venerable Bega 
Illuſtrared with Notes of his own — 
Which o're the Sacred Text in Saxon 
Which Texr in Capitals it ſelf doth ſhow, 
And doth not what are Points, or Accents know ) 
Than Rome, this Bed-roll.of Iniquities, X 
And Letters-Patents to do Villanies. | 2 
The Golden Afs is leſs eſteemed there 


Than the Philoſopher, whoſe Gown's Thread-bare, 


PIR 


——_—— 1 


Tara Camera Apoffolica: A Rare RF by Leo the Tenth, ro be 
ſeen this day in the Vicon at Rome ; cont rining che Prices of all Sins, 


This Venerable Monument to 'be ſeen in the Muſeum belonging to the 
Boaletan Library. 
D 2 But 
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But hath a Mind withiff'that doth outſhine 
The dazling Luſtre of a Becker's Shrine, | 
And all the Glories of an hu Mine. * : 
M. There Mercuries of Logs they do not make; 
No Taylors there, nor Glaſiers Orders take. 
Nos Wolves appear in Clothing of the Sheep 
Nor Wolves appear in 
Nor Money-Huckſter, who by Wiles and Tricks, 
The Bones and Pockets of poor Clients picks, 
And through their very Hearts doth ſuck his Gains, 
As hungry Leeches do their Food through Veins. 

Th. None tainted there with Simon Magus Leav'n ; 
Who damn their own, to Preach Men's Souls to Heav'n. 

M. No Sacrilegious Wretch there ever trod, 
Who to enrich himſelf, doth rob his God. 

Th. None, who with blind mad Zeal of Scotiſh Kirk, 
Have dard the Back of Prelacy to jirk : 
Who have Enthuſiaſm . Reaſon, 
And have not ſtuck to Vote Allegiance Treaſon. 
None there, who merely for Preferment Preach, 
And Things which they do not believe, do teach. 
No Curs-animarum Men are there, 
Who do the Church's Patrimony ſhare, ; 2 


Vet think the Care of Souls beneath their Care. 

M. Wito by New-Refidence their Watch do keep, 
Leſt Wolves by Night ſhould prey upon the Sheep. 

Th. None there but Souls that ſhine with ſpotleſs Beauty, 
By having done to God and Man their Duty. 
None there but ſuch, who in their Life-time ſtrove 
To imitate the Læmb and harmleſs Dove: 

None there but Souls ſo diſtant from the Devil, 
As Good to ve done, not barely done no Evil. 

M. In Fields Green all the Year, ſecurely feed 
Sheep of that Heavnly Fold; nor is there need 
That happy Shepherds of that bleſt Abode 
Should 1 for Clowns-all-beal, or Aelampode. 

Both Sheep and Shepherd live-alike at Eafe, 
As free from Care and Want, as from Diſeaſe. 


M. When once gat there, for Rain we need not pray, 0 


Satchel and Tar-Box we may fling away, 
Our Carch and Rover then at home may ſtay. 


Th. There 


For ſo Benign 5 3 3 harm, 

It doth not | arm. 

Here, like the Sprightly Morn in youthful Dreſs, 
Sbe full of Vigour, and of Eivelineſs ; 

Crown'd with a Garland, beſet 


With Never-fading Pink and Violet, 

Among the Blf MajeRtichly doth walk, 

And of the webs Glorious Place doth talk 

Such ſtrangely Charming Things, as thou and I, 
While we think on Them, in Thought could dye ; 
And long to Heaw'n, that is, to Her to go, 

Who where She comes, or finds or makes it ſo. 


On the preſent State of Aﬀairs. 


M. Well met, dear 7hyrfis, here 's my Hand and Heart, 
It ha'nt our good Luck been fince we did part, 
Under yon aged Yew once more to meet, 
And heartily, like Friends, each other greet. 

Th. Ah! that ſame Sacred Monumental Tree, 

On whoſe hard Bark we Ans Name may ſee 

So deeply wrought. M. Had She bur liv'd to ve ſeen 
The Great Naſſas Surviving in Our QUEEN, 

And all the Glories of Ekzz s Reign . 
Reſtor'd, and ſhining forth in Her again : 

Who may as juſtly boaſt, (change but the Name) 
Her Drake, Her Burleigh, and Her Walfingham. 

Th. She Her Bold y hath, and Truſty Bing, 
Whoſe deathleſs Fame blithe tuneful Bards ſhall fing, 
While Gibralter doth ſtand; or th Ocean 
Partakes of the Mediterranean. | 

M. By Sea and Land he knows how to command, 
He Bembo is by Sea, CHURCHILL by Land: 

Th. Th' Llaſtrious MARLBOROUGH! in whom alone 
We have them all conſummated in ons; In 
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ery Front both France and Rowe 
In Bloody Capitals may read their Doom : 
Say not, to Fate the Black Prince yet doth yield; 
In Him he ſtill is Fighting in the Field, 
That Field which he diſflainethre're to quit, 
Till Conq ring A N'N E fhall-Crown'd in Peris fir. 
M. Lo! Emperors and Kings to Her bow down, 
Each from Her Hand receives his reſcu'd Crown. 
Th. Her Grandeur and Exploits do Her exprets, 
Not Queen of England, but the Univer/e. 
Her Reign with it a double Blefi brings, 
To pull down Tyrants, and eſtabliſh Kings. 
M. God's Bleſiing on Her Heart! How welt may She 
The Church's Nur/mg-Mother ſuid to be, 
Who hath to thoſe fo large a Portion carv'd, 
Who at the Altar where they waited, ftarv d ? 
This brings Religion into Vogue again, 
Embalms Her Name, and conſecrates Her Reign. 
Th. She hath an Abos fix d at C,. 
Above Compliance with a Laudian Fury: 
M. Abbat in Courage, Conftancy, and Hate 
Of Innovation; but not 50 in Fate. 
7h. He doth no Graunds for 2 Niflinction know 
With Us, between the Highb-Church and the Low. 
M. When once to talk of High-Charxch Men are come, 
"Tis to be fear'd, they mean the Church of Roe. 
Th. Sick of the Queen, and th Houſe of Hanover, 
They'd from St. Germains bring the young Man over; 
Whether by way of Scotland, or elſewhere, 
To be lo bold to ſay, I do not dare. 
A. 1 wiſh who ſick of Her, may dye in Health 
At bun; and his Goods, his Lands, and Wealth, 
And Members be confiſcated; t advance 


Heav'ns Cauſe and Hers, gainſt Cerberm and France. 
Th, How? Goods, Lands, Wealth ! I thought that on! 
Were tor the French, who nothing have to loſe. [thoſe 


M. Or would Joſe all: Weary of Riches, and of Eaſe, 
Themſelves with Wooden Shoes, and Arm-Bolts pleaſe ; 
Men, who their Caſe do never reckon good, 

Till Holy Hater they muſt chuſe, or Bod. Such 


Such Zealots we 2 well Pyrachmuans hame, 
Whoſe very Breath ſets; R in a Flame, . . 
Thus Fire- Arrows from Pati ſhot, D 
Do for poor Sailers make the Ship. too hot 
Th. We ſhall forget our Canterbur;-Tale. 
M. No, not while * bear Wool, or Malt makes Ale. 
Th. He, as an ATL AS of the Church and Court, 
With well-pois'd Moderation doth Support aL 
The Mitre and the Crown; and is become 
The Dread and Envy both of France and Rome. | 
MA. That SH E ſhould twice in Solemn Triumph ride 
Unto our Sacred Capitol! The Pride, 
The Top and Glory of 0-5. ny 3 | 
The ſtanding Proof of Mighty Affluencę. 
Th. Rome ſhort of Us in ſolid Worth doth fall, 
Her Peter gives the Right-band ti our Paul, 
M. Who of Precedence hath as much the Right, 
As hath the Metal of the Marcie. _ | 
Th. Had She but liv'd-to ve ſeen ſuch happy Days, 
And joyful Swains ſinging their Rowndelays ; 
Her Nunc dimitras She had. gladly ſaid, _ 
And looking up to Heaven thus had pray d- 
Longlov'd and fear d may ANN A Reign, 
To ſee Her Auſtria Crown'd in Spain, 
Her Self in France; and Lewis be 
A Monument ef Infamy. 
M. Who all Religion thinks a Jeſt, 
But Idolized Intereſt ; 
Which to advance per Fas & Nefas, 8 


To Orphans Cries he is as deaf as 
Ever th' Old Adder was, or Judas. 
Th. Who would to gain th* Imperial Crown, 
The Standard of the Croſs pull down, 0 
And ſet up that of the Half-Moen. 
M. And Goſpel! change for Alcoran, 
And yet be thought Mo##-Chriftian. 
Th. Well may the Mimims of Marſeille, 
Him therefore King of Glory ſtile. 


M. Of Blaſphemy no more they make, 8 «I 

Than hungry Scotchman of Oat-cake. e 
Th, From ſuch a Tyrant's Rage as this, 

Whoſe Name is an Autitheſi,, Haſte- 


wants MARLBOROUGH : | 


France might ſoon wihe FI NI S. 


e — ; 


